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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: Takes place around Unholiest Alliance. I've chosen not to address the drinking in this chapter, but am toying with it for the next one or a different fic altogether. Characters aren't mine, and may be a touch OOC considering this is a light piece. Any errors are mine.**

**Thx to MarigoldMusings/ Fid2916 for subliminally motivating me to get back into fanfic writing. I hope this doesn't suck! **

**Find me on twitter bonosaurus. #Tuckson. That is all. **

"_I got a funny feeling, everything's gonna be okay. All of my worries, suddenly fading away…."_

– _Jon McLaughlin, 'You and I'_

"GO, GO GO! Shoot! Shoot!"

Olivia was poised outside of her apartment door ready to slide the key in the lock when she heard Ed's muffled yelling from the other side of the door. Before she had an opportunity to reach for her weapon in alarm, she heard Noah's squeals of excitement, and smiled to herself as she opened the door. Setting the takeout she'd picked up on the floor as she hung her coat on the rack, she glanced over at the couch and saw Ed sitting on the edge of the couch cushion, Noah standing between his knees. Ed was gesturing at the screen and trying to explain in simple enough terms for Noah to understand what was going on. The sight touched her and she took the opportunity of putting her gun and badge in the entry table drawer to get her emotions in check.

It was Saturday night, and after she got called in to work for a few hours to help while Dodds was at a training session in Quantico, they were spending the rest of the evening in, just the three of them: Olivia and her boys.

"What are you guys watching?" She retrieved the bag of takeout from the floor and walked further into the living room. She turned to look at the TV before chucking, looking to Tucker. "Hockey, Ed? Really? What would the Yankees say if they knew about this?"

Ed tore his gaze from the TV and smirked at her. When she walked around the back of the couch to lean in for a kiss, he reclined against the cushions and angled his head to be closer to her reach. Their lips met in a sweet, chaste kiss and she softly stroked the side of his face with her free hand as she pulled away.

"What they don't know won't hurt them." She laughed, and made her way toward the kitchen to divvy up their dinner. "Besides, baseball hasn't started yet, football is over, and college basketball just ended. My options are limited and I refuse to watch golf."

"And thank God for that. I can't stand golf." Olivia got plates out of the cabinet, dividing up the Szechuan chicken and vegetables onto two plates for her and Ed before putting an egg roll on a smaller plate for Noah. "Noah, bring Mommy your cup. Two hands, please."

After some gentle prodding from Ed, Noah tore himself away from the action on the screen and walked to where Olivia stood in the kitchen. She refilled his drink before setting his prepped food on the toddler table in the living room and getting him situated to eat dinner. She then retrieved hers and Ed's plates and brought them to the coffee table, opting for an informal setting tonight so they could all relax.

"How's the squad?"

Ed slid a hand to her lower back, rubbing circles across the material of her shirt and she leaned into him in subtle acknowledgement of the gesture before responding, "Good. Carisi is still under at the shelter. We're getting closer; hopefully he can get something soon."

"He needs to be careful."

"You sound like Rollins." She smiled and nudged his shoulder with her own. "She's worried about him. He'll be okay, though. He's a good detective."

"When does your Sergeant come back?"

"This week."

Ed nodded. "He did pretty good running the show for you." He chuckled when he saw the look Olivia was giving him. "Oh, come on. Obviously no one can fill your shoes, but you gotta admit – he didn't burn the place down."

"Look at you, Captain. You were ready to tear him a new one before Carisi got Eugene to turn on the Church." Olivia nudged him again and winked at him before returning her attention to the TV. "You're right, though. He did keep it together pretty well in my absence. I've got a good team." Just then, Noah got up from his seat to dance to a car commercial that was on the TV, getting more into his little jig when Olivia and Ed starting laughing and cheering him on.

It was nice getting back into the normal routine of their lives following the case that saw Ed framed for murder and sex trafficking and her ousted from her Command at SVU. It was a trying time for them, but her squad came through to clear Ed's name, and they were both back to business as usual. It was a weight lifted off their shoulders, for sure, and she enjoyed being able to kick back and just hang with her guys.

###

The evening wound down and after spending most of the game running, jumping and screaming at the TV (sometimes necessarily and sometimes just to get a laugh out of his mom and Ed), Noah had thoroughly worn himself out and was fighting sleep on the floor, a pillow from the couch under his head.

Olivia got up and cleared plates, depositing them in the kitchen before heading back over to the living room and gathering her sleepy boy in her arms. "Alright, sleepy. Bedtime! Say goodnight to Ed."

Noah wiped at his eyes before mumbling goodnight to his mom's companion, clearly exhausted but not at all ready to be excused from the party. Ed got up from the couch and ruffled the boy's hair, "Goodnight, kiddo." He let his hand drop from Noah's head to Olivia's arm, giving it a small squeeze as he followed her from the living room area, detouring to the kitchen to finish cleaning up while she turned to bring Noah into his bedroom.

Olivia read Noah a story, getting about halfway through it before she looked up to see that he was sacked out. She ran the back of her finger across his cheek and whispered softly, "Goodnight, my sweet boy. Mommy loves you."

After closing door, she went back into the living room to find Ed lounging on the couch, tucked into the far side with his legs outstretched in front of him and his feet on the coffee table.

"Thanks for cleaning up." He smiled at her as she went to sit next to him, lifting his left arm and wrapping it around her shoulder as she nestled into his side.

These were some of the moments she treasured most in their relationship. She had never in her life felt the need to be swept off her feet, but it amazed her how these quiet simple moments with him often had her heart full-to-bursting with – _dare she say it? _- love. She sighed softly and reached up linking the fingers in her left hand with the hand the hung near her shoulder. She turned her head into his neck, planting a soft kiss on the skin of his neck just above the collar on his shirt.

Feeling her lips on his neck, he squeezed her shoulder softly and kissed the top of her head. Gesturing toward the TV, which was now on some old movie she hadn't seen before, he asked, "This okay?"

Olivia nodded, supplementing her assent with a soft, "Mhmm." Moving her thumb against the palm of his hand, she said, "Noah seemed to enjoy watching the hockey."

Ed chuckled. "Yeah, he saw it when I was flipping channels before and I thought I'd leave it on for a bit when he seemed to take to it." He chanced a sidelong glance in her direction. "Tonight was nice."

She smiled up at him at that comment. Tonight _had_ been nice. It seemed like they had just barely gotten somewhat settled in their relationship before Barba had outed them to 1-P.P. and everything got sent into a tailspin while SVU investigated the case under Dodds Jr.'s command. Boy, was she glad that was over. Even with her being temporarily relieved of her SVU duties, she wasn't sure who in her squad knew about her and Ed's relationship and who didn't, apart from Dodds Jr. at least. Olivia knew at some point that it was going to come up, and it probably wasn't going to go over well, but if she could get past the history with Ed, certainly her squad could; especially once they saw that he made her happy.

They'd grown closer over the past year and a half or so and she felt content in her assessment that he _had _softened from the cold, gruff man she'd dealt with in their past. She saw a chink in the armor in the aftermath of Lewis killing himself, but after the fiasco with Nick's father, she found herself wanting to know more of Ed Tucker the Man as opposed to Ed Tucker the IAB Captain. In peeling back the layers, she found a kind, compassionate, sensitive soul; one that she could see a future with.

Olivia had never _wanted _to end up alone in life, although her luck in prior relationships seemed sure to dictate that she would. But bringing Noah into her world made her yearn for permanence in her relationships that she hadn't been able to achieve before. She loved that little boy with every fiber of her being, but she wanted him to have more stability than what she had growing up. Nothing made this clearer for her than the hostage situation Ed helped her out of earlier this year. She had to suppress a shudder thinking about that, what it could've done to Noah if Joe had seized any one of the multiple opportunities he had to shoot her that day. Her relationship with Ed had already begun to shift by that time, but it wasn't solid or sure enough for him to take responsibility for her son if anything had happened to her. Besides, she had to think that Noah had suffered enough loss already.

Fast forward a few months, and now she was beginning to see Ed as a potential father figure to her son. There had been plenty of times recently where, just like tonight, she would come home to Tucker and Noah. They didn't live together – it was still too soon for that – but there was a comfort level there. She'd cleared out some space for his clothes in her bedroom so he didn't feel like he was living out of overnight bags. Noah enjoyed being around Ed. Olivia had even gotten him to call Tucker "Mr. Ed" at one point or another, much to his chagrin.

This relationship with Ed was the first one in a while that she actually saw going somewhere. Dating as a single parent certainly changed the playing field for her, but she had found an equal in him. He cared about her son just as much as he cared about her, and for the first time in a long time, she had no desire to run.

###

By midweek, Olivia was waist-deep in her first case back as Lieutenant & they were close to nailing their perp. It was a tough case – they all were – but she was finding her rhythm again being back among her squad. There was nothing like a temporary assignment to make you appreciate your job that much more. She would not have lasted long if she had been relegated to Community Affairs on a more permanent arrangement. Serious reservations about the uniform aside, the people there damn near drove her crazy.

Olivia was mildly surprised when she saw Ed enter the squad room and make his way to her office late one morning.

As he entered, she pushed her glasses to the top of her head and smiled at him. "Captain Tucker. Should I be nervous?" There was a slight teasing tone to her voice; after what they just endured, she knew that if IAB had a reason to investigate her squad, they would not be sending Tucker – not now that 1-P.P. knew of their involvement.

Ed shut the door behind him and the corner of his mouth lifted in the subtlest of smirks. "Social call, Lieutenant." He sat on the couch on the far side of her office and she left the chair behind her desk to join him. She stayed a professional distance away, however, as the blinds were open on her windows and the last thing they needed were accusations of impropriety. "I was thinking -"

"Uh-oh..." His eyes narrowed at her and she smirked at him. "Go on, you were thinking...?"

"What do you think about taking Noah to a Rangers game? He seemed to enjoy watching it the other night; might be fun for him to watch in person."

"I think that's a great idea, actually. He's never been to a sporting event before." Olivia smiled at him. "Am I invited or is this a boys-only outing?"

Ed pretended to think about it, then acquiesced, "Since you asked nicely, I guess I could get you a ticket too."

"Gee, thanks." Olivia rolled her eyes and swatted his chest.

"There's a home game this weekend. Sound good?"

"It's a date."

He got up to leave and when she walked him to the door, she peeked through the window to make sure no one was looking before she leaned in and touched her lips to his. The mischievous glint in his eye giving away his delight at her unexpected, though not necessarily public, display of affection.

"Have a good day, Lieutenant."

And with that, he left the SVU squad room and headed back to his office to see about getting tickets to the upcoming Rangers game.

###

Saturday evening rolled around and Ed, Olivia and Noah made their way to Madison Square Garden about an hour before puck-drop so Noah could get the full experience. Considering neither Ed nor Olivia had followed hockey much before, Ed had gone out the day before and bought sweatshirts and beanies for all 3 of them, since it could get cold inside the arena.

When they arrived, Ed and Olivia took Noah down to the lower level so he could watch the players during their practice-skate on the ice. Noah delighted in seeing the action up-close-and-personal, and was even handed a puck through a hole in the glass from one of the players. Their evening had only just begun and already she could tell that her little boy's mind had been blown.

She had hung back taking pictures, but when it was time for the teams to go back into the locker rooms, Noah ran up to where she was standing just a few rows back, eyes wide with the biggest grin on his face that she'd ever seen. "Momma! Momma! Puck!"

Olivia knelt down to his level and kissed his forehead. "I see, Noah! Do you want me to hold onto that for you?" She reached her hand out for it but Noah was possessive, not willing to give it up just yet. He tucked it away from her under his arm, a challenging look in his eyes as he shook his head.

"Mine, momma!"

Olivia laughed, looking over her son's head to meet Tucker's smiling eyes, "Okay, bud. Just let me know if you get sick of carrying it. Don't lose it, okay?" She stood and grabbed Noah's hand that wasn't held in a death-grip around the hockey puck in one of her own, and turned to leave the lower level in search of the escalators that would take them to their seats. She didn't take two steps before she felt the warmth of Ed's hand wrap around her free one. She looked up at him and smiled before squeezing his hand softly. "Shall we?"

##

Ed had gotten them great seats. They were in the upper level, but were nearly center-ice and were close to the railing, so Noah would be able to see everything without obstruction.

Ed left Olivia and Noah to go get snacks and a drink once they were settled, and Olivia watched as Noah made friends with a little girl that was in the seats next to theirs. She kept him under her adoring gaze as he danced with the girl to the pre-game music being blasted on the speakers. She was mystified by the innocence in Noah at this age and thanked God that despite the enormous challenges he'd already had to face in his short life, they had all happened when he was still young enough to not be aware that his infancy was anything but normal.

"Hold this?" She turned to see a water bottle in front of her face and took it from Ed as he sat down immediately to her right.

Smiling, "Thanks, babe. This was a great idea. He's loving every minute of it."

"I'm glad he's having fun." Ed turned to watch Noah, still dancing with his new friend, though by now the song had changed. "How far into this do you think he's gonna make it?" He eyed her with a knowing smirk.

She scoffed, "Ha! We'll see how things look at the end of the 2nd quarter." She winced at Ed's face and corrected herself, "Period?" And then deadpanning, "Can you tell I don't watch hockey?"

Ed laughed and wrapped an arm around her shoulders, kissing the top of her head when she leaned into him and rested her head on his shoulder. "You'll learn."

###

At the end of the first period, the Rangers and their opponent, the Predators, were tied at 1 apiece and Noah was having the time of his little life. Even Olivia was getting into the game, not realizing before now what a thrill it was to watch hockey in person.

The house band was playing some great cover tunes during the intermission and Olivia was leaned up against Ed, both watching Noah as he danced to the music and observed the Ranger girls skating on the ice while the Zambonis cleaned the surface.

Every now and then, Olivia would glance at the Jumbotron and laugh at the fans it showed. The cameras seemed to find all the kids dancing their hearts out, and it even found a few adults that were getting in on the action much to the crowds delight.

Toward the end of the intermission, the arena switched to the Kiss Cam & both Ed and Olivia were oblivious until some of the people surrounding their seats started gesturing wildly at them to look at the giant screen hanging in the center of the arena.

Sure enough, they looked up and saw their own faces staring back at them. Olivia laughed and tucked her head down into her chest, feeling her cheeks warm with the unexpected attention of thousands of people. Even Noah was encouraging them, standing before them with a hand on each of their knees and jumping excitedly.

Ed squeezed her thigh where his hand was resting and she turned to look at him, silently answering his unspoken question in his gesture. They leaned in simultaneously, and eyes closing, she felt the smile on his lips as they touched hers in a tender kiss that lingered seconds after the camera had panned to the next unsuspecting victims in the crowd.

Ed pulled his lips from hers and opened his eyes to see her already smiling at him. He lifted their hands to his mouth and placed a kiss to the back of hers before lowering them again as she winked.

Though not prudish by any stretch of the imagination, neither Ed nor Olivia was big on public displays of affection. Rather than flaunt for the world to see, they preferred to show their adoration for each other in smaller, more personal ways. Ed half expected Olivia to recede into herself following their performance on the Jumbotron. It was so far outside of her comfort zone, and he'd be lying if he said it didn't warm his heart a little extra at her easy acceptance of the gentle prodding of nearby fans for their participation in the old public sporting past-time.

Olivia could sense his surprise that she'd so willingly participated in the Kiss Cam. Given how discreet they'd had to be at the start of their relationship, and the fallout that they'd still managed to face following the trafficking case, what won out over her desire to keep overly affectionate displays relegated to the privacy of her apartment – or at least smaller venues – was the overwhelming need to just stop caring about what other people were paying attention to.

But they'd just shared a big public moment together, with thousands of anonymous hockey fans to bear witness.

And across the arena from them and one level down, someone they knew looked away from the Jumbotron with a small smile on their face. This was going to be fun.

###

So, this is my first SVU fanfic and the first fanfic I've published in a _while_. I am a little rusty but I'm getting my bearings back. Already started working on the 2nd part of this – hope to get an update out soon. Let me know what you think in the meantime – review here or on twitter bonosaurus #Tuckson


	2. Chapter 2

**Here we go: Chapter 2. Characters aren't mine. (Depressing, much?)**

##

Noah barely made it through the 2nd period before he had wormed his way onto Olivia's lap, his energy level taking a deep nose dive from what it was when they had arrived nearly 3 hours ago.

With the Predators leading by 2 goals, Olivia made the executive decision that it was time to get her sleepy boy home to bed. For his first sporting event, it was an incredible success and even she had a good time despite knowing next to nothing about the sport. Perhaps it was even something that Ed and Noah could do on their own sometimes, some male bonding during the slump between football and Ed's first love, baseball. She knew he was probably dying to get Noah to a baseball game to start capitalizing on some teachable moments.

They rose from their seats and Ed reached over to take the drowsy toddler from his mother's arms, resting him on his hip as he took Olivia's hand in his free one.

##

They walked a couple blocks from the arena before attempting to hail a cab back to her apartment, and when they got there, Noah was fast asleep in Ed's arms.

Ed took him straight back to his bedroom, carefully laying him down in his bed whispering a raspy, "Goodnight, bud."

He came back out to find Olivia in the kitchen, sipping a bottle of water and leaning up against the counter, lost in thought.

On the way out of the arena, an older woman a couple steps down from them on the escalator had commented on what a beautiful family they were. Taken aback, she could only mutter surprised smile and a soft 'thank you' before they landed on the lower level and the woman headed for the Pro Shop while Ed and Olivia exited through the main doors. It was a small moment, an innocent comment, but it had stuck with her. She looked up hearing his footsteps. "He still out?"

"Like a light." He closed the distance between them, wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing her softly, but passionately.

"Are you staying tonight?"

He didn't hesitate. "Of course." He leaned down to kiss her again. "I'm here as long as you want me to be, Lieutenant."

She giggled at her title-turned-term-of-endearment; that had become their thing. If she had a nickel for every time she'd called him Captain in bed, well… "Good to know. You go ahead in. I'm just gonna lock up and kiss Noah goodnight and I'll be right there."

She bolted the door, sliding the chain into place and entered the code to engage the alarm before turning off all the lights save for the one over the kitchen sink. Carefully, she opened Noah's bedroom door and tiptoed to his bed. He was still in his Rangers sweater, and she hoped he wouldn't get too warm overnight, but it was chillier than normal for this time of year. And truthfully, she didn't want to risk waking him up by changing him into pajamas. She turned the monitor on, and softly brushed some stray hairs off of his forehead before leaning down and kissing the skin of his cheek. "Sweet dreams, Noah. Mommy loves you."

##

Ed was already lying on what had become his side of the bed when she walked into her room, his arms folded behind his head as he watched the highlights on Sports Center.

She smiled, making her way into the bathroom to brush her teeth and wash her face before getting into some light PJ pants and an old NYPD t-shirt. Climbing into bed, she released a contented sigh, settling back into her pillows. This, as mundane as it may seem, had become their "routine" and she loved every minute of it.

_What a beautiful family._

"Did you have a good time tonight?"

"I did." She turned on her side to face him. "And I think it's safe to say Noah had a blast, as well. Thank you for taking us."

"It was my pleasure. I like showing him new things." He glanced at her. "You'll tell me if I step on your toes, right? I don't want to overstep."

She noted the look of trepidation on his face and moved quickly, swinging her leg over his hips to straddle him, her hands resting on his chest. "What? No. You're not overstepping." She leaned down and took his bottom lip between hers before releasing it with a pop. "Noah needs you." She leaned in again, never removing her eyes from his, taking his upper lip this time. "I need you." To punctuate her statement, she rolled her hips over his and he moaned.

His hands came to her thighs, sliding underneath her t-shirt to land on the skin of her hips. "You have me. Both of you."

He pushed her down onto his growing arousal and she leaned her head back briefly at the sensation. "That's good," she breathed.

She leaned in to kiss him again, her tongue sliding into his open mouth to tangle with his. When she pulled back, he took in her slightly flushed face, her uneven breathing. "So, the kiss cam, huh?" His eyes were bright with barely concealed delight.

She grinned, "What about it?"

"You kissed me." The look on his face was self-satisfied, smug: pure Ed Tucker.

She rolled her eyes in amused annoyance. "Yeah, so? You kissed me, too."

"In front of thousands of people." He raised an eyebrow at her, and she blushed.

"Yeah, yeah… But I like kissing you." She captured his lips again. "Besides, what are the chances that we're ever gonna see any of those people again?"

"You like kissing me, huh?" She shook her head; of course that was the part that he focused on. He thrust his hips up into hers and smiled when she whimpered.

She raised an eyebrow in challenge and lifted herself just slightly so they were no longer touching as intimately. "Keep teasing me and you won't get any tonight."

"That so?"

And before she could react, he had grasped her hips in his hands, rolling them over so that she was now underneath him. She tried to glare at him, but couldn't stifle the laugh that bubbled up out of her.

He took advantage of her open mouth, kissing her passionately before ridding them both of their clothes and sliding inside of her. They made love, alternating between slow-and-sensual and then vigorous, the sounds of their breathing and moaning mixing in with light laughter as they continued to tease each other even in the throes of passion.

When they finished, he pulled the blankets back up over their sweaty bodies to ward of the chill that would inevitably arrive as the heat of the moment dissipated. He pulled her into his chest, stroking her upper arm as he felt her breathing deepen into sleep, succumbing to his own exhaustion right behind her.

##

Olivia entered the squad room the following Monday feeling rejuvenated and alive after spending the weekend with Ed and Noah.

As soon as she walked into her office, Fin came in right behind her. "Morning, Fin." She smiled as she dropped her laptop and files on her desk and removed her coat to hang it on the rack by the door. "How was your weekend?"

He sat down in a chair opposite her desk and smiled at her, slyly. "Not as good as yours, apparently."

She looked at him apprehensively. _What was he up to?_ "What's with you? You look like the cat that ate the canary." Mock realization etched her features, and she cocked her head to the side, studying him.

Wait a minute.

Canary.

Bird.

_Parakeet._

She grinned, remembering the conversation they had about balance not too long ago. "Did you get a parakeet?" She clapped her hands together once in excitement. "Do you need me to throw you a parakeet shower?"

He shot her a look of displeasure at the direction his teasing was going. "No, I did _not_ get a parakeet."

She deflated. "Fine. Then what's up with you? Why so smiley this morning?"

"You tell me, baby girl." He raised his eyebrows, goading her. Getting no response besides a blank look, he finally clued her in. "How about that Rangers game on Saturday?"

Her face paled. That was not what she was expecting. So much for never seeing any of those people again… In an attempt to deflect the attention, she asked incredulously, "What were _you _doing at a hockey game?"

"A buddy of mine had an extra ticket and was in a bind," he replied dismissively. "But this ain't about me. How long you been holding out on me, Liv? Y'all looked pretty cozy up on that big screen... Went out and got some of that _balance_ for yourself, huh?" He winked at her.

When she realized he wasn't giving her a hard time to be difficult, only to mock, she relaxed, smiling at him coyly.

"Shut up, Fin." She started busying herself with turning on her laptop, getting her files in order. She gave in. "Yes, Ed and I are together. Yes, I am happy. And no, I'm not talking about it."

He held his hands up in mock surrender. "Okay, Liv." He paused. Then, in disbelief, "_Ed?"_

She had anticipated this reaction. It would have been unreasonable for her to expect anything other than confusion when people found out that she and Ed were, in fact, seeing each other. But, she shot Fin a warning glare anyway.

Shaking his head, Fin spoke again. "Well, I'm happy for you. I don't get it… But if you're happy, then I'm good." He turned serious then. "If he hurts you…." Letting the threat trail off, he leveled her with a look that illustrated his intent.

She smiled, affected. She and Fin had worked together for a long time; he had her back and was often like a big brother she never had. Softly, "I know, Fin." She paused, looked at him thoughtfully, and teased. "Maybe _don't _threaten him with bodily harm, though? He is still IAB…" He shrugged at her, unconcerned. Sincerely, she continued. "Thank you."

He met her eyes in a lingering gaze, smirked at her, and nodded his head just once before he left her office to return to his desk.

_Well, _she thought to herself, _there was one more person down who knew about Ed_.

It was actually a relief that he had approached her about it. It had never been easy for Olivia to share her relationships with people she worked with, and Fin's good-natured ribbing had taken the pressure off of her to actually initiate the conversation. She and Fin had history; he knew her so well – she wouldn't have been surprised if he'd gone about it this way intentionally to save her the trouble.

Either way, she was grateful: one less person to worry about.

##

A few minutes before noon, her phone buzzed with a text message and she smiled when she saw that it was from Ed.

_Free for lunch?_

They hadn't had anything major come in this morning and she had made a good dent in her paperwork so far. There was nothing going on that her detectives couldn't handle in her absence for a little while. She texted him back, asking if he wanted to meet somewhere. She hadn't put her phone down yet when he replied.

_I'm close by. Be there in 10._

She sent a kissing heart emoji and set her phone down, answering a few emails before he arrived to get her.

True to his word, in 10 minutes he was strolling determinedly into the squad room and making a beeline for her office. To anyone else, he would've looked purposeful in his haste to get here for a case or other professional circumstance.

He smiled at her as he walked in, greeting her with a curt, "Lieutenant." The brevity was all for appearances, for his eyes were dancing with mirth when she looked up at him. She wanted to kiss him, but there was too much activity going on in the squad room now – not like the last visit he'd made to her office.

"Hi. Ready to go?" She stood, putting her coat on before retrieving her purse from the floor by her desk. Ever the gentleman, he motioned for her to walk ahead of him in the universal 'after you' gesture as they left her office.

Once they were out in the squad room, she addressed her team. "I'm going to lunch." She registered the look of surprise that flitted across Rollins' face when she noticed who Liv's lunch companion was, but it was gone almost as quick as it appeared and she didn't acknowledge it. "Fin, hold the fort."

Fin nodded his assent and Olivia and Tucker went to head for the elevators. Just before they got out of earshot, Fin couldn't resist calling Tucker's name. Ed turned to look at him, and Fin, with a grin taking over his face, said, "Go Rangers!"

Ed immediately turned to look at Olivia. Though she had a small smile on her face, she shook her head, rolling her eyes for good measure before turning and heading for the elevators.

Amanda turned to Fin, confusion lining her features. "Go Rangers? Since when are you a hockey fan?" She paused, fully digesting the jibe she just witnessed. "And since when do you talk to Tucker about hockey… or _anything,_ for that matter?"

Fin laughed. "Slow down, Rollins. I'm just givin' the man a hard time."

His response did nothing to quell her confusion, but Amanda left it alone, returning to her computer to continue to run the M.O. of a recent rape through their database.

Fin knew it wasn't his place to share what he had seen at the game with Amanda. Olivia would take care of that herself in her own time, when she was ready.

##

In the elevator, Ed looked over at Olivia. "So, he was at the game Saturday, I take it?"

Olivia leaned back against the far wall to face him. She nodded. "Evidently." Normally, a succinct response like that would worry him a bit, but he saw the look on her face; she was tickled.

Cautiously, he replied. "And that…. _doesn't_ bother you?" He knew she was a private person. Hell, it's why he was so surprised when she went along with the kiss cam thing to begin with. Clearly, the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, with Fin… He was surprised she wasn't more unnerved.

"No, Ed. It doesn't." She took the two steps to be close to him. "I'm with you, Ed. Fin was going to find out eventually." She shrugged. "Hell, the whole squad is going to find out eventually – assuming most of them don't already know after the whole transfer fiasco." She leaned up and kissed him softly. "I'm not ashamed of you – or this."

Before he could respond the elevator landed on the ground floor of the 1-6 and he held his arm over the door as she exited, falling into step beside her as they walked out the front doors of the precinct toward his car. He grabbed her hand, smiling at her when she turned to meet his eyes and squeezed his fingers. He walked over to the passenger side when they got to the car, holding the door open for her. Just before she went to get in, he reached for her elbow.

"Wait." She paused, resting her arm along the top of the door and cocked an eyebrow in silent question. He looked back at the precinct before meeting her eyes again. "I know I'm not risking nearly as much as you are here, but for the record, I'm not ashamed of you or us either."

She reached up and lovingly caressed his face. "Ed," she began. "I don't feel like I'm risking anything." She placed a lingering kiss on his lips, and secretly he reveled in the fact that she was so uninhibited standing outside of her precinct. "You are a good man – to me and to my son - and I _want_ to be with you. I'm making no apologies for that. To anyone."

Her eyes flickered between his in silent emphasis of her words, hoping that he understood what she was saying. Once upon a time, Olivia kept her relationships close to the vest in a vicious cycle of self-fulfilling prophecies, willing them to fail by dooming them to do just that. But she's not the same person she used to be, and hovering around 50 with a toddler to consider, she didn't have time for games. She wasn't going to stay anywhere she didn't want to be, with anyone she didn't want to be with.

When she was just starting out in SVU, she wore her dedication to the job as a badge of honor. She was burning the candle at both ends. But now, thinking back on her conversation with Fin a few days ago, she knows that there's more to life than just the job. There has to be. First Noah, and now Ed, had given her the balance that she had so desperately needed for so long; something to come home to that wasn't stale takeout and an empty apartment.

Ed reached for her hand and brought it to his lips, planting one kiss and then another before releasing her and stepping back from the door, shutting it once she was safely inside the car. He jogged around to the driver side, and as he pulled out into traffic, she took his hand in hers and intertwined their fingers.

"So," she started, casually. "When's the next Rangers game?"

##

"_She is whatever she wants to be, so tough in a beautiful way. She's got the world at her fingertips; she makes beauty look effortless. And I want everything she is." _

_Ben Rector, 'She is'_

##

**I had to throw in a little Finlivia after Sheltered Outcasts. **** I love their cute little moments. More cute Tuckson moments lie ahead… Let me know what you think! Also – keep an eye out for another [darker] Tuckson fic from me soon. **


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: Characters don't belong to me, but the mistakes (if there are any) do. Thanks so much for all the reviews so far in this story! I appreciate the feedback – keep it coming! **

##

"_Lost and found, I'm better dancing when I don't look down. Hard times show up but they don't hang around; I feel like I'm onto something good."_

_Ashley Monroe, 'Onto Something Good'_

##

Ed awoke with a sharp intake of breath, stretching with a muted grunt and blinking his eyes rapidly to adjust to the brightness of Olivia's bedroom. He turned to his right and smiled at the sight of her, still slumbering peacefully, her body rising and falling with each breath.

She was on her stomach with both arms clutching the pillow beneath her head, her face pointed toward Ed. A rogue strand of hair had fallen and was hanging over her face and she rolled her shoulder in her sleep in an attempt to move it away from her skin.

Carefully, Ed moved closer to her and propped himself up on his elbow. From her perfectly sleep-tousled hair, down her tank top clad back and over the one leg that was left uncovered by the sheet, he let his eyes rake over her sleeping form.

"You're leering," she rasped, sleepily. He darted his attention back to her face, where her eyes were only barely visible through the slits of her eyelids.

Of all the Olivia's he had come to know since they began an intimate relationship, this one was by far his favorite. Sure, there was something innately sexy in every color of her personality: badass Lieutenant, caretaker to victims, mother to Noah. She was even sexy when she was pissed off. But this Olivia… The one whose voice was crackly with sleep, not a stitch of makeup, hair going in different directions: he was absolute putty in her hands.

"Just admiring the view." Smiling sardonically, he leaned forward and placed his hand on her lower back, sliding up underneath her tank top and rubbing the bare skin he found beneath. At her low responding moan, his lips found her shoulder placing a soft kiss there. "Good morning."

"Mm." She adjusted her head so she could look at him better. "'Morning."

He repositioned himself so he was straddling her upper thighs, his hands continuing their gentle perusal over her body. She made an attempt to turn over, and he put pressure on her back. "Don't move." When she kept fighting him, he laughed softly. "You're stubborn, you know that?"

She stopped and grinned at him over her shoulder. Mockingly, "I'm sorry, have we met?"

He huffed out a laugh, nodding. "Smartass." And then he leaned forward, letting his hands travel up the length of her arms, so he was holding himself above her. He buried his face in her neck and whispered. "Now, stay still." He found her earlobe with his teeth and gently nipped at her.

She sighed contentedly, giving in to him for the moment. They would have to get up soon, but until that time… She could enjoy the attention he was giving her. He massaged her back, leaning forward to kiss up her arms before he moved off of her and allowed her to move to her side, facing him. Her right hand came up and cupped his jaw, pulling him toward her for a sweet good morning kiss. "I wish we could stay here all day, but we have to get up." She kissed him again, lingering this time to pull his bottom lip between hers. And precisely at that moment, they heard Noah's small voice through the closed bedroom door, echoed by the monitor that rested on her nightstand. "I should go get him."

Ed shook his head. "I can get him." He kissed her once more before he got up and met Noah out in the hallway. "G'morning, kid!" He gathered the boy in his arms and turned him upside down, gripping him with a steady arm around his thighs, much to the toddler's delight. He shrieked gleefully, "Mommy!"

Olivia walked up to the pair with an amused smile on her face. "Someone is awake! Did he get you, sweet boy?" She put her mouth to where Noah's sleep shirt had slid down from Tucker's hold and blew a raspberry on his belly, laughing at the cackling child as he squirmed to get away.

Ed turned him right side up again and kissed Olivia on the cheek. Turning to head toward the kitchen, Ed asked, "How's a-bout some breakfast, little man?"

"Breffust, Mr. Ed!"

Olivia snorted in laughter at the nickname and Ed shot her a teasing glare, to which she threw her hands up in mock surrender. "Don't look at me." She winked at him, and then turned to gather clothes for her shower. "I'll be out in a few."

##

When Olivia got out of the shower, she got into a comfy pair of jeans and a casual maroon button-down shirt. Letting her hair dry into natural waves, she put the final touches on her makeup before heading out to swap with Ed.

She came up behind him, wrapping an arm around his waist. "All yours," she said, meaning the bathroom.

Ed, however, played on the double meaning and he leaned in to kiss the spot below her right ear and whispered huskily, "Damn right you are."

"You're ridiculous," she admonished, but she secretly loved when he said and did things like that. She swatted his ass and jerked her head back toward her bedroom, giving him a sultry grin. "Shower. I don't want to be late meeting Heather."

##

Heather was the mother of one of Noah's best daycare friends, Jackson. She owned a boutique shop in Olivia's neighborhood called Hot Mamas. The store sold a decent variety of styles for women, but Heather herself was decidedly bohemian, with a mop of natural dirty blonde curls on her head. Heather came from money – she opened her store using the contents of her trust fund – but you would never know it by looking at her or talking to her. She was as down-to-earth as a person could be.

It took three or four visits to the store before Olivia and Heather got to talking and made the connection that their sons were friends at daycare. They started scheduling play-dates, which grew into the occasional mom-dates for coffee, and eventually they started getting together as families, with Ed and Heather's husband Ben in tow.

Olivia really valued having a close female friend, especially one who was also a mom. She had been close with Casey and Alex once upon a time, but they hadn't kept in consistent contact since she'd stopped seeing them regularly through work. And though she and Rollins had a lot of parallels going on in their lives right now, their relationship was still somewhat strained and it was difficult to organize regular get-togethers where one or both of them wasn't called into a scene. Plus, it was nice having someone separate from that world – the SVU sphere.

They had been trying to get their families all together to go to the zoo for weeks, but when all the drama went down for Olivia and Ed at work and Ben ended up being out of town after that, they had to postpone. They had finally gotten their schedules lined up for this weekend.

##

Olivia made herself a cup of coffee and poured a bowl of cereal, taking it over to the couch. Noah was sitting at his table, fully engrossed in Saturday morning cartoons while eating some fruit that Ed had cut up for him. "Are you excited to see Jackson today, Noah?"

Noah turned his head to her without averting his gaze from the TV screen. "We go to the zoo!"

"I know, baby! What animals are you going to see?"

Noah dramatically looked up to the ceiling, tapping his finger to his chin before looking at her. "Bears – and monkeys – and cats!"

She chuckled at him. The 'cats' were actually snow leopards – a fair amount bigger than the house cats he was used to seeing at Heather & Ben's apartment. "That's right! You're going to see a lot of animals today." She couldn't wait to see his face. This would be his first visit to a zoo, seeing a lot of animals up close that he'd only seen pictures of in his books. Some would be new to him entirely.

He was such a curious kid; sometimes it was hard for even her to believe that he wasn't hers biologically. He had this incredible thirst for information sometimes; she just hoped he didn't aspire to follow in his mom and Ed's footsteps and become a detective. Inwardly, she cringed at the thought. She didn't want that life for him.

A few minutes later, Ed emerged from the bedroom and went into the kitchen, fixing his own cup of coffee. She turned to look at him, her gaze appreciative as she took in his faded jeans and dark charcoal polo shirt. She loved that shirt; it really made his eyes pop.

He could feel her eyes on him, so he decided to tease her. "You're leering," he said, tossing her own words from this morning back at her.

She smirked, playing along. "Just admiring the view." She threw him a suggestive wink before she went to get Noah ready.

##

It was a challenge tearing Noah away from the TV, but after reminding him that he was going to see his best friend and lots of animals, which thanks to his toddler-sized attention span he'd managed to forget in less than five minutes, he finally relented and allowed Olivia to get him dressed and ready to go.

They found Heather, Ben and Jackson pretty easily once they arrived at the zoo, and the group meandered through the different exhibits at a leisurely pace, snapping pictures throughout. When the boys got tired of walking, Ed and Ben set them up on their shoulders and they continued on. Heather and Olivia lagged behind them a bit and talked.

"So," Heather prodded, knocking Olivia with her elbow. "How're things going with Ed?"

Olivia shot her a demure smile, her eyes landing on Ed who was ahead of them enough for her to answer quietly. The men appeared absorbed in friendly conversation. Ben was a sports writer for a magazine, so he traveled pretty regularly to cover different teams and athletes. Ed being a sports fan, there was never a shortage of conversation between the two.

"It's going really well. He and Noah have really bonded. He spends almost every night at my apartment." She shrugged shyly, "We're enjoying each other."

"I'll bet you are," Heather interjected. "That man," she pointed an index finger ahead of them at Ed, "is a silver fox." Though she agreed, Olivia couldn't stop the bark of laughter that escaped her lips at Heather's declaration. Such a spitfire, she was. Olivia had a few years on the younger mom, but she couldn't help but think that this friendship was helping tremendously to keep her young.

Heather continued, "Have you thought about shackin' up?"

"We haven't really talked about it." Olivia replied, noncommittally.

"Okay, but that's not what I asked." Heather gave her friend a meaningful smile. "We may not have known each other all that long yet, Liv, but I _do_ know you." That she did. Heather had been a lifeline to Olivia during the time when her relationship with Ed was in its fledgling stages. When she couldn't talk about it with anyone else, either because of the newness or just the fact that he was _Tucker_, Heather had been her sounding board: her Switzerland, when her world was full of people who couldn't stand Ed purely because of his job. Heather had been rooting for them since their first somewhat ambiguous meetings for drinks, even though Olivia admittedly wasn't sure in the beginning what to make of this new side of Ed she was suddenly seeing.

Olivia smiled in submission. "I know you do. I'm not freaking out." Under Heather's disbelieving glare, "I promise!" She paused, looking at her son. "I have been thinking about it. It would just be a formality at this point anyway. He's already there so much." Heather nodded victoriously.

Noah and Jackson were giggling animatedly from their perches on the shoulders of the men in their lives, swatting at each other in what looked like an aboveground game of Chicken.

"You ever think about another one?" When Olivia turned to look at Heather, her gaze was on the boys.

"Jesus, if it was up to you I'd be married tomorrow…" Olivia observed with a nervous chuckle.

Heather laughed. "Relax, Liv. I didn't mean right away, just in general. Might be nice for Noah to have a sibling someday."

Truthfully, Olivia had thought about that herself – not just since Ed had become a part of the picture, but even before. When she envisioned her family years and years ago, she always imagined at least two kids, so they would each have a playmate. She never had a sibling growing up, and even though she knew Simon was out there in the world now, they weren't really in touch anymore; too many things to overcome, for both of them.

She would be open to adopting again. It definitely wasn't off the table, but she needed to be a lot more settled than she was now, and she needed to make sure it was something Ed wanted, too. She gave a reserved shrug, "We'll see what happens. If it's meant to be…"

Heather rolled her eyes playfully at that. _If it's meant to be…_ That had become Olivia's mantra, cemented further by her relationship with Ed. She had gotten the backstory behind their unlikely romance, that Ed had investigated Olivia and her former partner quite a few times early on. It was almost hard to believe that their professional encounters were so _unfriendly _once_._ To see the way Ed looked at her now – the way they looked at each other, really – it was like nothing else existed, apart from Noah.

"I'm happy for you, Liv," Heather gave her a warm smile.

Olivia blushed. "Thanks. I am, too."

"Don't overthink it," Heather added. Then she leaned in and whispered in Olivia's ear, "And don't fuck it up." Olivia shook her head with a smile, endlessly amused at Heather's no-holds-barred, take-no-shit personality.

The group sat down for lunch together, grabbing hamburgers and chicken fingers from a vendor at the zoo. They walked around for a few minutes after, but it became clear that tired legs and full bellies were about to make cranky monsters of the two boys who had been behaving so well up to this point. It was time to get home before the temper tantrums flared.

"Hey, we just found out about a new piano bar that opened downtown. How about next week we share a babysitter and go out, just us adults?" Roger suggested, looking to both Ed and Olivia, as he and Ed shook hands.

"That sounds great!" Olivia agreed. She gave Roger a friendly kiss on the cheek before leaning in to hug Heather. "I'll see you Monday afternoon?" Heather nodded in the affirmative, and the group headed their separate ways

##

That evening, Olivia sat in bed flipping through the pictures on her phone after tucking Noah in with his new stuffed monkey. There had to have been a hundred photos of Noah with various animals in the backdrop and she loved the mystified look on his face, taking it all in. She laughed out loud at a couple where the animals had photo-bombed what would've been a somewhat serious candid shot. She'd have to get a collage together to put in her office.

She came upon one of the three of them that made her pause. She was holding Noah on her hip and they were both beaming at the camera. Ed was standing partially behind her, with a hand around her waist and she could see his hand tenderly grasping Noah's leg. Instead of looking at the camera, Ed was looking down at the two of them. He didn't wear a big smile – big smiles weren't his thing. It was more the look on his face, the emotion she could see in his eyes.

They hadn't said 'I love you' yet, but she felt herself get teary because that's exactly what she saw in his eyes. As she played her conversation with Heather over and over in her head, the knowledge that she felt the same way settled over her.

It was a strange sensation, feeling somehow lighter and weighed down simultaneously; warm but tingly. She was struck by the awareness that the other times she thought she'd been in love hadn't felt anything like this.

##

Ed came out of the bathroom in boxer shorts and a t-shirt and she set her phone on the nightstand.

"Hi." He climbed into bed beside her, and when she didn't respond, he looked up, finding her eyes already on him. He looked at her with a puzzled expression on his face. "I can see the wheels turning in your head, Benson."

Heather had gotten her thinking about her commitment to him, and the fact that she was ready to make one. Neither of them was prepared for marriage yet, she knew that. And while she felt ready to tell him she loved him, she wanted the moment she did that to be the right one – this wasn't it just yet. But there was one gesture she could make that would illustrate the depth of her feeling for him. She asked him coyly, "Do you have any clothes left at your apartment?"

He attempted to veil his surprise at her question. "Still a few things." And then he added, his voice betraying a little hesitance, "Why?"

"I want you to bring it _all_ over." She looked at him pointedly and watched the recognition slide across his face. "What do you think about moving in?"

His face was alight with muted excitement. "I would love to. I practically live here already anyway." He leaned over and kissed her. "Are you sure?"

She nodded, "Wouldn't have asked if I wasn't." She smiled at him contentedly.

He rolled over so that he was on top of her, cradled between her thighs. Looking down and into her eyes. He kissed her deeply. "I'll bring over the rest of the essentials tomorrow." She nodded and lifted her head to kiss him this time. "And I'll get my stuff into storage."

"You can bring some of it here, if you want," she offered, wrapping her arms around his neck. "I can put some of my stuff in storage." She scratched her nails lightly over his scalp and he smiled down at her. "This place can be a little of both of us." She moaned when he dropped his lips down to her neck, planting open-mouthed kisses there. "And then maybe down the road," she sighed against his ministrations, feeling her body getting worked up, "we can get a bigger place." She rolled her hips up into his when his right hand slid under her shirt, up her left side before landing on her breast, kneading. "Together."

"We'll figure it out," he responded breathlessly, grinding into her.

"Later," she agreed, nodding. She pulled his shirt over his head and smiled into a searing kiss, effectively ending the conversation.

##

Back at work a few days later, Tucker was reading through files on a recent case that he and Draper were working when his partner rapped on his office door seeking entrance.

"Morning." Cole sat down in a chair opposite Tucker's desk.

Tucker nodded in greeting. "Got anything new?"

Draper went to respond, but stopped when something caught his eye. He smiled triumphantly, jutting his chin in the direction of a picture frame on the credenza behind Tucker's desk. It was a new addition. He teased, "Well, don't you just look like the perfect happy family?"

Tucker turned to look at what Draper was gesturing toward, though he already knew what it was. The day after the zoo, Olivia had gone to a photo kiosk and gotten a few shots printed. The frame held a photo, one that sat in an identical frame in Olivia's office now. It was the photo of the three of them that had caught her eye from their day at the zoo the past weekend.

Ed shrugged, a small smile adorning his face, but he said nothing. Draper continued his mockery. "So… it's getting serious, huh?"

Ed met his eyes and replied dismissively, "Getting there."

"When are you going to make an honest woman out of her, man?"

Ed could handle a little ribbing, and he knew Draper was having a field day with the knowledge of his relationship with the SVU Lieutenant. But he was still an inherently private person, and his relationship with Olivia was something he wasn't ready to share yet. Olivia had softened him tremendously, but not that much. Though he was done with the prying, he kept his tone light when he retorted, "Mind your business, Draper."

"Alright, alright," Draper conceded. Grumbling, he added, "Probably more the other way around anyway." His partner had a penchant for being extremely difficult when he wanted to be.

Ed went to refute his comment, but thought better of it at the last second. He had hit the lottery with Olivia; there was no denying that. "That's…probably true." Before Draper could interject, he continued. "Now, if you'd kindly remove your nose from my personal life, maybe we can get back to work?"

Draper appeased his partner and moved on to sharing the lab results and a list of potential witnesses from the solicitation case they were working involving a patrol officer before he left Ed in peace.

Finally.

Soon, he would tell Draper about the recent changes to his living situation, that as of the past Sunday, all of his clothes and a few other miscellaneous items found their way to Olivia's apartment. He was still reeling from this development in their relationship.

Ed turned in his chair, tapping the end of his pen against his chin and allowing a small, satisfied smile to grace his features as he studied the picture. Much of what Draper had said was just teasing, giving him shit because in all the years they'd been partners, Ed had never been serious about anyone like this.

But there was one word that was sticking out in his mind now, and he couldn't deny the jump it gave his heart.

_Family._

##

**The next one will be better, I promise…. I have plans **


	4. Chapter 4

**A/N: **Thanks again for all the feedback. Keep it coming! Quote heading up this chapter is from an IG post from Sara Bareilles. Characters aren't mine and please forgive any proofing errors. All the songs explicitly mentioned (w/ the exception of Piano Man) are awesome and are currently included in the playlist I made for Tuckson feels; I highly recommend them all.

##

"_I have never found a place that has more romance than New York City. It's pulsing with all sorts of electric loves that look like a million different things." – Sara Bareilles_

##

Every now and again, Ed was struck with the surreal awareness that he was, in fact, dating Olivia. Living with her, too. He knew this; consciously, on some level, he knew this.

But there were moments when he was dumbfounded at the notion that they had actually gotten here, gotten past their history, their jobs, every other obstacle that previously he would've expected to stack against them. Mountains they couldn't – wouldn't – overcome.

And yet… here they were, in another of those moments that had him on the verge of pinching himself just to make sure this wasn't come crazy, vivid dream.

The night that they were going to the piano bar with Heather and Ben had finally arrived, after what was probably the most excruciatingly long week for them both. Olivia walked out of the bedroom, fastening the last of her earrings, and asking him if Noah was ready to go.

Ed couldn't speak. He took her in, from her peep-toe heels to her dark, distressed skinny jeans and white wrap-style blouse. She was wearing a necklace that was just the perfect length to rest in the dip between her breasts. She was gorgeous. And she was his.

She smirked at him, enjoying the effect she was having on him and feeling a bit like he was undressing her right there in the living room with his eyes. "Ed."

"Uh," he started. He cleared his throat, "I, uh… what?"

Olivia raised her eyebrows at his stammering smirking with pleasure at the response she had elicited from him. "Noah," she simplified. "Is he ready?"

"Yes," he breathed. His eyes were still combing over her, head to toe.

She walked up to him, ducking her head down to capture his eyes. She whispered, "Ed, if you don't stop looking at me like that, we're never going to get out of here."

He smirked in response and nodded, "You're beautiful, Lieutenant."

Olivia kissed him softly, running her hands up his arms and around his neck. "You're looking pretty great yourself." He was wearing dark jeans and a quarter-zip light blue sweater with a white undershirt peeking through at the neck. Olivia had bought the sweater for him because it matched his eyes.

Noah ran over from his coloring books and wrapped himself around one of her legs, "Mommy, you pretty!"

"Thank you, baby!" She knelt down and lifted him to her hip, planting a kiss on his cheek and then wiping away the excess lip-gloss with her thumb. "Are you going to be a good boy with Jackson tonight?"

Noah nodded vigorously, "Uh-huh!" He reached down to play with Olivia's necklace, rolling the pendant between his small fingers. "I wanna go wiff you."

Olivia inwardly groaned. Noah had been going through little bouts of separation anxiety, and she hoped that tonight wouldn't turn into one of those episodes where he clung to her and cried when she tried to leave. "I know, sweet boy. Tonight the grownups are going to play, but I promise you and I will have our own little dance party when we get home. How does that sound?"

_Please, please, please don't have a meltdown._

He seemed to consider this for a moment before shrugging his tiny shoulders in acquiescence. "Ok." Olivia blew out a breath in relief, shooting a glance at Ed who was chuckling silently to himself. _Ah, the old 'maybe later' routine. _

She put her son down and took a few minutes to switch her phone, wallet and lip gloss from her functional purse to her non-functional-but-adorable purse, and the trio was on their way to Heather and Ben's.

##

When Heather opened the door to let them in, she gawked at Olivia. "Oh, that is not fair. You look better than I do!"

Olivia waved her off, pulling her in for a hug. "You look beautiful."

Entering the apartment, they met up with the babysitter, a sweet college-age girl named Tammy. By the time they went to leave a few minutes later, the boys couldn't be bothered to say goodbye because they were so engrossed in the DVD of Inside Out that Tammy had smartly started.

"Be good, Noah. We'll be back to get you in a while, okay?"

Noah pushed her away; she was obstructing the TV after all, and he nodded distractedly. "Okay, mommy." This was a far cry from the little boy that wanted to come along just a little while before, but she would take it. At least it wasn't a teary goodbye.

##

The piano bar was a few blocks from Washington Square Park so it was a big hit with the NYU crowd, but Ed and Olivia were impressed with the mix of people they saw when they walked in. Everyone from sorority girls to couples who looked to be in their 60s.

"This place is great!" Olivia shouted. Ben had made a reservation, so they were able to bypass the line to get in, and they were shown to a semi-circle booth not far from the stage, the guys sitting next to each other on the inside with Olivia and Heather flanking them on the sides.

They got their drinks and Heather raised her glass prompting the others to do the same. "What shall we toast to?"

"Grabbing life by the balls?" Ben suggested.

It wasn't quite what Heather had in mind, but Ed laughed. "I could drink to that."

They clinked their glasses together and all took a drink. Before Ed put his glass down, Olivia leaned over to him, running her free hand down his thigh. "To...?"

He quirked his head to the side and considered her for a moment. He could've gone for something sarcastic, let his dry wit overcome the moment. But at the last second, he went for something he knew she would appreciate because it was something they'd both allowed themselves to do recently, with each other. "To… finding light in darkness."

She smiled, touched by the sentiment. She tapped her glass against his tumbler of bourbon and whispered, "Cheers." She took a sip of her wine and set the glass on the table, moving a hand to the back of his head and pulling him into a brief kiss.

The musicians started playing a popular song, and the sudden raucousness of the crowd jolted them apart. When she turned her attention back toward the stage, Heather caught her eye and winked, and she couldn't help the blush she felt heat her cheeks.

The foursome got into the music. The variety of patrons led to a similar variety in song selection as well, and Olivia found herself singing along to a bevy of different tunes. They heard everything from 'Piano Man' (an obvious choice for a piano bar) to Meghan Trainer's 'All About That Bass', plus a little Eric Clapton, NSYNC, Jay-Z, and a bunch others. Of course, Heather and Olivia got excited for every song they knew, with the boys looking on in amusement as they sang along.

Whenever the band played something decidedly rock or _manly_, like Van Halen or Springsteen, Ben and Ed would whoop and cheer loudly, prompting Heather and Olivia to look at each other as if to say, _really?_

##

Two drinks in, and the place was hopping. The full band was playing, not just the pianos, and as soon as Heather heard the opening notes to Maroon 5's 'Sugar', she screamed and was out of her seat, dragging Olivia with her to the dance floor.

"This is my JAM!"

"Is anyone over 30 even allowed to say that?" Olivia asked, laughing as they reached the dance floor.

Ed watched with amusement as the girls twirled and bounced around the dance floor, getting swallowed into one of the several bachelorette parties that had chosen this place as their venue of choice. He didn't think he'd ever seen Olivia let loose like this, so carefree and full of life.

Ed felt Ben nudge his arm and he turned his attention to the younger man. "Man, do you realize how bad you have it for her?" Ben pointed his chin toward the dance floor. "It is _all_ over your face right now."

_Busted._

Ed smirked at him, but grumbled a terse _shut up_ at him in an attempt, however feeble, to save face.

##

The girls stayed on the dance floor for a couple songs, but when the band switched to something country that was harder to dance to, Heather and Olivia took the opportunity to take a breather and headed back to their table. They fell into the booth, and Olivia beamed at Ed.

"Did you enjoy yourself?" Ed moved a stray hair out of her face. There was the lightest sheen of sweat on her face from how vigorously they were dancing.

"So much fun!" Olivia leaned in and kissed him lightly. She teased Ben and Ed, "Are you guys ever going to get out on the dance floor?"

"I can't," Ben replied seriously. At Olivia's quizzical look, he continued, "Matter of public safety, really." She rolled her eyes.

"I wish I could say he was kidding, but…you should see the video of the first dance at our wedding. He almost broke my ankle." Heather shuddered at the memory, and Olivia and Ed were struggling to suppress laughter.

Olivia turned on Ed, eyes sparkling. "And what's your excuse, Captain?"

"You move on the dance floor better than I ever could, Lieutenant," he replied huskily.

She raised an eyebrow in challenge. "Flattery will get you nowhere."

Ed leaned closer to her, "Oh, I beg to differ."

"Hey!" Heather waved a hand at them. "No sex at the table."

"Ah, leave 'em alone, baby," Ben threw an arm around his wife and smiled at Ed and Olivia in mock apology.

Submitting to the buzz she had going from the wine and the endorphins from the dancing, Olivia shot her friend a look and grumbled, "You're no fun, Heather."

##

An hour later and Heather and Olivia had made a few more trips out to the dance floor. The mood in the bar was electric, and Olivia was having a great time letting her hair down, so to speak. It had been awhile since she'd had a night like this. She and Ed usually opted for the quiet, neighborhood bars by her place or staying in – but a crazy night every once in awhile got the blood pumping.

When the girls were dancing to 'Uptown Funk', Heather tapped Olivia on the shoulder and leaned in to her ear. "Lover-man can't take his eyes off of you, dearest."

Sure enough, she turned and met his eyes instantly. His lip twitched in the smallest of smirks, which she returned, and she made a point to dance a little more suggestively for his benefit for the rest of the song.

When it ended, they made their way back to the table, but the band had started playing a slower song so instead of sitting down like Heather had, she grabbed Ed's hand to pull him out of the booth. She knew he was going to protest, but she wasn't having it. She wanted to be close to him.

As he stood, he shook his head, trying to pull his hand out of her grasp. "I don't dance, Liv."

"You do now." She linked their fingers and turned to lead him to the dance floor. The song was perfect: 'The Way I Am' by Ingrid Michaelson, short and sweet.

Ed was happy to see that they weren't the only couple seizing the opportunity of a slower song, but he was still tense. She could feel the discomfort practically radiating off of him.

"Relax, Ed. Just hold me and sway." She maneuvered his hands so they were around her waist and then wrapped her own arms around his neck, pulling him close so they were chest to chest. Her fingers tickled the nape of his neck as she whispered roughly, "See? S'not so bad, right?"

He looked down into her eyes; intoxicated from the faint scent of her perfume, his favorite, and the bourbon he had consumed. All the dancing she'd done had left her hair just a little frizzy compared to how it was when they first arrived and her cheeks were a little pink from both the exertion and the wine. He agreed with the subtle shake of his head.

"No. Not bad at all."

##

"Do you look at me like that?" Heather asked Ben, as she watched Olivia and Ed move in time with the music.

"Sure I do, babe." Ben placated her.

"Why is it so…intense when he does it to her?"

"Apples and oranges," Ben explained, kissing Heather's temple. "We've been married for 10 years. They're just figuring this thing out."

"She's really happy."

"So's he. You should've seen him ogling her when you guys first went out there. Ed is _whipped_." Ben chuckled.

##

It was an innocent dance, but the moment felt incredibly heavy for both Ed and Olivia as they swayed together. She could feel his thumb stroking her lower back softly, and she melted into the gentle touch, bringing one hand down to rest against his chest and tucking her head into his neck.

He could feel her breath against his neck every time she exhaled and he rested his chin on her head, pulling her closer. The bar seemed to be fading from their periphery and all that was left was the two of them.

As the final notes of the song played and the crowd began to applaud, Olivia slowly pulled back from Ed and gazed into his eyes. She moved the hand that was on his chest back around his neck and she pulled his mouth to hers. His lips parted beneath hers almost immediately, and she wasted no time slipping her tongue between them, moaning softly when she could taste the bourbon he had been drinking. Before the kiss got out of control and remembering that they were in the middle of the dance floor of a crowded bar, she pulled away.

She rested her forehead against his chin for a brief moment to collect herself and when she looked up again, he murmured, "I think it might be time to call it a night."

They made their way back to the table and Olivia was relieved to see that Heather looked like she was fading fast. She'd gone a little harder on the booze, and the slower song was probably ill timed with her coming down from the buzz she'd had going before.

Well, that, and she had eyes. Heather had watched the dance unfold, and could practically visualize the change in tone as it unfolded before her on the dance floor.

As they left the bar, Heather made a point to hook her arm in Olivia's so the guys were left walking together ahead of them.

Olivia could hear them talking about the NHL playoffs, whether the Rangers actually stood a chance of making it into Round 2 this year. Olivia smirked as Ed carried his weight in the conversation. That hockey game seemed to awaken a love for the sport in all three of them.

She was pulled out of her reverie when Heather leaned into her side, "So, am I correct in assuming that you and Ed will be ravaging each other when you get home tonight? That was some kiss…"

"What is it with you and needing to know when I'm having sex?" Olivia teased.

"I feel like you're probably having hotter sex than I am, right now-" Heather started.

"You're married," Olivia interjected sarcastically.

Heather glared at her and ignored the interruption. "-So, this is me living vicariously through you." Olivia laughed and shook her head. "Seriously, though. Want me to keep the kid tonight? I'm sure he and Jackson are already passed out."

"I appreciate the offer, but he's been having separation issues lately. I don't want him to freak out on you in the morning when he realizes that we didn't come back to get him."

"Jackson is no picnic sometimes, it wouldn't be an issue…" Heather tried to make the offer sound as enticing as possible, but she could tell Olivia wasn't biting.

"No, it's okay. We'll take him," Then, deciding to throw Heather a bone, she added slyly, "Tonight's not the kinda night for loud, up-against-the-wall sex, anyway." It was hardly innuendo, but it was something. And it was all Heather was going to get.

##

Noah hadn't even flinched when Ed picked him up from Jackson's daybed.

When they got home, they didn't turn on any lights in the living room, just put Noah down together and went into their bedroom.

Olivia took off her heels and went to put them away, and when she turned from the closet, Ed was setting up her phone on the iHome that she had on top of the dresser.

She heard the familiar sound of Dave Barnes's 'Warm Heart in a Cold World' coming through the speakers.

He toed off his shoes and walked over to her, enveloping her in his arms. He pressed his mouth to her ear, "Dance with me."

"I thought you didn't dance," she teased.

"Shut up and go with it," he sighed dramatically, smirking. "I'm trying to be romantic here."

She chuckled and nestled into his arms, pulling him close and resting her head on his chest. Between the soft notes of the song and the steady beat of his heart beneath her ear, she sighed contentedly.

"Ed Tucker: a romantic…" she said. "You _have_ softened in your old age." He could hear the smile in her voice even if he couldn't see it with her head tucked against him. At her words, they both thought back to that first night. The night that he took a chance, showing her a side of him she hadn't seen, and she didn't dismiss him.

_To finding light in darkness._

The song ended and the next one came on, Ray LaMontagne's 'You Are The Best Thing'. It was a faster song, the beat more up-tempo, but they kept their movements the same, slowly swaying in a circle in their bedroom.

Lifting her head from his chest, she leaned back to look in his eyes. He unclipped her hair, and she jostled her head a bit to shake the strands loose. "Beautiful," he whispered.

She smiled sweetly at him, reaching a hand up to caress his face. The whole evening had been perfect, and she knew that this moment was the one she had been looking for. Her eyes flicked back and forth between both of his and she let her thumb trail across his lower lip. Finally, she murmured, "I love you."

His breath caught in his throat and he looked surprised for a fraction of a second before he recovered. "I love you, too, Lieutenant."

She rolled her eyes playfully at the moniker. _Figures_, but at the same time, she was thankful. Neither of them had been particularly good at this stuff before. This was just as significant a moment for him as it was for her, and she was glad that she wasn't the only one that struggled sometimes with letting people in.

Olivia had never been the one to say 'I love you' first. And even when she'd said the words back to boyfriends in the past, it had been more out of obligation, reciprocity, than actual feeling. It felt right with Ed, though.

He ran a hand through her hair before letting it rest on the back of her neck, pulling her to him. Their lips met softly, little pecks transforming into a more heated embrace.

Ed tore his mouth from hers and dropped kisses along her jaw before moving down to her neck, suckling at the skin he found there. He could feel her whimper beneath his lips and he smiled against her skin.

He moved his hands to the hemline of her shirt and moved to pull it off of her, but it was rebelling against him and wouldn't budge. She laughed softly against his neck before stepping back, removing his hands before he tore the fabric. "It has to be untied."

He watched impatiently as she pulled at the knot to her side. "What would possess you to wear something like that when you know I'm just gonna tear it off of you?"

She looked up at him through the hair that had fallen in her face. "I didn't hear you complaining about it earlier, Captain." Finally, she got the knot lose and he helped divest her of the material. "In fact, I'm pretty sure I rendered you speechless."

Under his breath as he went to kiss her neck again and letting his hands glide upward to cup her breasts, he muttered, "Would be nice if _you_ could be speechless right now."

She laughed and was about to retort, but his thumb grazed over one of her nipples through her bra and whatever comment she might've had escaped her and she let out a breathy moan. He smiled smugly, "That's more like it."

He backed her toward the bed, unclasping her bra and removing it before her hands pulled his sweater and undershirt off of him in one move. He reached his hands around her, squeezing her ass and pulling her into him so they were chest-to-chest. She pushed her hips against his, feeling the beginnings of his arousal against her, and she moaned at the sensation.

Ed's hands moved from her ass to the front of her jeans, undoing the button and the zipper before moving to push them off her hips. They were like a second skin, which was great when he wasn't trying to take them off, but it really wasn't working for him now. "What the hell, Benson…"

She let out a throaty laugh, pulling away from him again. "Patience is a virtue, Ed."

He looked at her, dumbfounded. "Since when am I virtuous?"

"Actually," she pulled the jeans down her legs and stepped out of them, returning to him and reaching a hand down to start undoing his own jeans. "I happen to think you're a very virtuous person." He opened his mouth to speak, but she kissed him instead, seizing the opportunity and slipping her tongue between his parted lips. "No more talking."

"Not even to tell you I love you?"

She smiled warmly. "No talking except for that." She kissed him again, and then murmured against his lips, "I love you, too."

Once out of his jeans, she pushed him onto the bed and crawled over him.

They took their time exploring each other, though it wasn't as though any of the territory was unfamiliar. They both took pleasure in rediscovering the spots that made the other moan, and it wasn't long before the sound of their lovemaking – sighs, grunts, _Oh Gods, _and, in Ed's case especially, some colorful words – permeated the room along with the soft music coming from the speaker.

When they finished, they lay on their sides facing each other. She smiled at him. "You're something else, you know that?"

"I do, actually," he replied, smugly.

"You're also a smartass," she deadpanned.

Smirking, he laid an arm over her hip, pulling them closer together. "Sometimes I can't believe we're actually here, like this."

"Me either," she kissed him. "But whatever it took to get here, I'm glad we did."

##

Ed woke marginally early the next morning to the feeling that he was being watched. Sure enough, he opened his eyes and Noah was standing next to his side of the bed.

Noah addressed him in a dramatic whisper. It made Ed smile, and he put a finger to his lips to signal to Noah not to wake his mom.

He was lying on his back; Olivia was half on her stomach and half on her side facing away from him, her right arm resting against his left. Gingerly so as not to wake her, he pulled himself up and out of bed, sending up a silent _hallelujah_ that they had gotten in the habit of redressing after they made love just in case of this exact scenario.

He lifted Noah with hands under the boy's arms and brought him out into the living room, setting him up at his little table. "How about some breakfast, kiddo?"

Noah nodded, rubbing his eyes sleepily, and Ed turned on the TV to some cartoons before filling a sippy cup with juice and getting breakfast together for Noah. Once the little boy was eating, he set out to get coffee going for himself, smiling as he listened to Noah chatter along with the TV. He poked his head into their bedroom to check on Olivia and saw that she was still out, so he grabbed his phone and checked emails and various news apps to see what was going on with the world.

A few minutes later, Noah walked up and tugged gently on the edge of Ed's t-shirt. "Mommy needs Breffust, too!"

Ed lifted him onto the countertop. "She's still sleeping, bud." And then an idea sprang into his mind. "How about you and I make her some breakfast, and then we'll bring it in there for her?"

"Yes! I help!" Ed ruffled his hair and turned to the refrigerator to get out everything they'd need, and then grabbed a bowl from the cabinet.

He set up some strips of bacon on a paper plate and set it in the microwave – frying it on the stove would make it taste better, but he didn't want Noah to get splashed by the grease. Bacon was bacon.

He grabbed an egg, and held it in front of Noah. "You gotta be careful when you're crackin' eggs, Noah." The boy's eyes were big as saucers as he followed the egg in Ed's hands. "You want to hit it hard enough on the bowl that the shell cracks, but not too hard so little pieces fall into the bowl. Like this," he cracked the egg and spilled the contents into the bowl, throwing the empty shell in the sink. Noah clapped his hands excitedly. "Wanna give it a shot?"

"Yeah!"

He took Noah's hand in his, placed the egg in it, and then helped him crack the shell, smiling at the boy's mystified expression as the egg white and the yolk spilled into the bowl. "Great job!" They split the eggshell and took turns tossing the remains into the sink.

They went through the rest of the process like this; Ed teaching Noah how to whisk before letting him "drive" for a bit on his own. He poured just a dash of milk and sprinkled some cheese (his own mother's "secret" ingredient) and then carefully poured the egg mixture into a greased skillet under Noah's watchful eye. They took turns stirring the eggs, scrambling them gently and Ed made sure the bacon was coming along at the same pace.

When everything was done, he set it all up on a tray before lowering Noah back to the ground.

##

Olivia heard them in the kitchen, but she stayed still as the sounds of their footsteps and soft talking approached the bedroom. She willed herself not to cry at the incredible sweetness of the gesture: her two boys working together to make her breakfast in bed. No one had ever done that for her before.

Ed stood at the foot of the bed carrying the tray, Noah stood beside him.

"Ed," Noah loudly whispered again, a whining tone sneaking into his voice. "She _still_ sleeping."

He smiled down at Noah, tilted his head toward Olivia and murmured. "Go wake her up, kiddo."

She felt the dip in the mattress as Noah climbed up onto the bed and crawled over to her. He patted the top of her head gently. "Momma, up!" He got real close to her face. "We made breffust for you."

She opened one eye and made a show of stretching and turning over, winking at Ed when she saw his knowing smile. "Good morning, sweet boy! What have you guys been up to this morning?"

She sat up and leaned against the headboard, pulling Noah into her arms and kissing the side of his head.

"Noah wanted to make you breakfast." Ed walked around to her side of the bed and placed the tray over her lap before walking around and getting in the bed on his side.

Olivia cuddled Noah closer while giving Ed a sultry look. What a turn-on it was, when your boyfriend teaches your son to make you breakfast in bed.

She took a bite of the eggs, moaning in satisfaction. "These are amazing!" Noah beamed with pride and she fed him a bite. "What did you guys put in these? They are so good!"

Quietly, from his perch on his side of the bed, Ed answered. "A little bit of cheddar cheese and a splash of milk. Just like my mom used to make them when I was a kid."

Her breath caught and she met Ed's eyes, heart melting. She had no words.

"Bacon!" Noah held up a strip to her mouth and she took a bite, letting out an exaggerated moan and smiling at her son.

"_Everything_ is better with bacon, Noah," Ed said, imparting more wisdom on the boy and yielding a playful eye roll from Olivia.

"So tell me about what you did with Jackson, sweetie." While she and Noah chit-chatted about all the things he and Jackson got into with Tammy, she reached the arm that was around Noah and clasped Ed's hand in hers, squeezing gently in silent thanks.

When they had a moment alone, she would try and find the words to tell him how much this whole morning meant to her.

##

She found him at the kitchen sink when she got out of the shower.

Checking to make sure Noah was sufficiently distracted by his cartoons, she wrapped her arms around Ed's waist from behind and rested her forehead between his shoulder blades.

He dried his hands on a towel and loosened her grasp on him enough so he could turn around.

Olivia brought one hand to the side of his neck, stroking her thumb on his cheek. "Thank you."

He shrugged modestly, "It was no problem."

"I don't just mean for breakfast, Ed," she leaned in and pressed her lips to his, a couple of soft kisses before she tilted her head against his, deepening the kiss and slipping her tongue into his mouth and massaging his before pulling away. "You are…" she paused, "you are so great." Her eyes darted between his. "I love you."

It wasn't the first, second or even third time she had that to him in the last twelve hours, and still he was no less winded by it now than he had been the night before.

"I love you, too."

##

**A/N: **Until next time… Chapter 5 will likely include some Mother's Day festivities and I might get another Tuckson one-shot out in the coming days (time-travelling to S16, perhaps). Long live the #Tuckson.

P.S. Is it May 4th yet?


End file.
